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. RUTH AND NAOMI. 


Rutu TaFt.— Whither thou goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, | will lodge; thy policies shall be my policies. 
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“What Fools These Mortals Be!” 


Just a worp of reminder to the managers of the Republican cam- 
paign— probably the ‘Taft campaign. Four years ago a judge 
named Parker was the Democratic nominee: for president. He is 
flippantly referred to at times as the worst whipped candidate who 
ever ran for the office, and very likely he was; BuT—several days 
before -election in 1904 he made some statements, which unfor- 
tunately he could not prove, that reflected very seriously upon the 
morals of the Republican campaign fund. He said for instance that 
the cash came from corrupt sources. These allegations, although 
denied at the time by President Roosevelt, were more than borne out 
by the testimony of certain high officials in the life insurance inquiry 
and by the facts brought to light in the matter of the Harriman 
emergency fund in New York state. Mr. Hughes in the insurance 
investigation put the issue 
squarely up to the doors 
of Chairman Cortelyou 
and Treasurer. Bliss of 
the Republican National 
Committee and there left 
it. Wisdom would be dis- 
played by the present Re- 
publican management if 
it recalled the humiliating 
happenings since the 
Parker charges of 1904 
and resolved to avoid in 
the next six months even 
the appearance of evil. 
Otherwise, Mr. Bryan, 
Mr. Johnson, or whoever 
it is, might be just as un- 
kind as Judge Parker was. 
And knowing more than 
they did in the fall of 
1904, the people might 
believe him. 
iia! 
Tere is nothing revo- 
lutionary in the suits 
to be brought by the 
Attorney-General against 
the Oregon and California 
Railroad, a corporation 
controlled by E. H. Harri- 
man It1s simply another 
effort te compel the rail- 
roads to fulfill the condi- 
tions of their partnership 
with Uncle Sam. For 
decades Uncle Sam has, 
in the. vernacular, been 
‘played for a sucker,” 
but of late he has shown 
a disposition to be more 
than a silent, long-suffer- 
ing partner. 








“THE SPORT OF KINGS.” 


APPROPRIATE STATUE FOR THE ENTRANCE TO ANY RACE TRACK. 


|N THIS crusade against betting on horse races, one thing seemingly 

has been overlooked. Namely, the horse-race play, usually a melo- 
drama. Such plays are popular. ‘They cast a lustre upon the race 
track which gives it the appearance of a primrose path to delirious 
happiness. ‘The hero either rides to victory a horse belonging to 
the heroine’s old father, thus saving the family fortunes at a critical 
time, or, after two acts of hard luck, makes a “killing” on a 30 to 1 
shot, right where the audience can see him, in “the famous betting: 
ring scene.” Race-Track plays, of all plays, must end happily. In 
other words, the hero must win. heavily, both in money and girl. 
He must never lose his Jast dollar on a fool tip; must never “ bor- 
row” from the cash-drawer, promising himself faithfully to pay it 
back next day; he-must never commit suicide. Who shall say how 
many want-to- be “heroes” 
in the top gallery — yes, 
and in the orchestra 
chairs—have first cast 
wistful eyes at the race 
track through the magic 
glasses*of the race-track 
play? ‘hese numerous 
and nameless “heroes” 
do xot win fortunes or 
ride winning horses for 
the girl they love. They 
sit on the steps of an 
Aqueduct or Gravesend 
race train, a dope book 
in their hand, a cigarette 
in their teeth, and before 
many days elapse they 
have lost for all time the 
vestment vulgarly known 
as their shirt. ‘The real 
drama of the race track 
rarely has a happy end- 
ing. There is money in 
the last act, to be sure, but 
the bookmakers have it. 
Not the “hero.” 
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[N OUR joy over the re- 
. storation “In God We 
Trust” to the new gold 
coins let us not forget to 
keep our powder dry. 


N 


Murpuy says Bourke 

Cockran is not a 
Democrat. But August 
Belmont is, eh? Now, 
what is the practical dif- 
ference between this de- 
lectable pair ? 




















HOW TO MAKE SHAKESPEARE P 


For INSTANCE, INTRODUCE A MERRYWIDOWISH WALTZ SONG FOR 


HAMLET AND OPHELIA. 


While you're tellin’ 
Me, your melan- 
Choly Dane, 


Come, Ophelia, 
Let me wheel ye 
Round agaiu, 





RULES FOR EDITORIAL WRITERS. 


HEN the situation clamors for a pardonable lie, 
Please begin your observations with, ‘‘ As No 
One Will Deny.” 


With a modest little, bashful little effort to 
deceive, 

Kindly use the introduction, ‘‘ We Have 
Reason to Believe.”’ 


When the information’s doubtful, be no whit 
dismayed thereat, 
Finding refuge in the sentence, ‘‘’Tis an Open 
Secret That -—.”’ 





You may search the very marrow of your contrSversial foes 
With that phrase of cold disparagement, ‘‘ As Every Schoolboy Knows.”’ 


And a fraud will seem as pious as a missionary tract 
With the prefatory label, ‘‘It Is An Undoubted Fact.” 


So, by paying close attention to a few such rules as these 


You. will speedily be able to prevaricate with ease. 
Arthur Guiterm 


ORTHODOX STORY OF A SERPENT. 


aes was once a serpent which, having got a thorn in its foot, 
suffered much pain, until a certain woman, moved to compas- 
sion, applied the proper fomentations and afforded the creature 
relief. a 

The serpent was very grateful, and in token of its gratitude 
lay in wait for and swallowed the affinity who was alienating the 
affections of the woman’s husband. 


But his affinity being thus removed, the man had nothing 


to square himself for, so it became almost impossible for his wife 


AY. 


How your heart is beating, 
Beating, love for me. 
Asking whether it’s to be 


Or not to be. 


M 


HER EASTER ROOF. 


e N° I don’t want anything conspicu- 
ous in the way of a hat for Eas- 
ter— nothing that will make people 
know me by my hat. _I do dislike any- 
thing loud in a womans dress. In fact, 
a real /ady never dresses. loud and 
no, I don’t want a black hat. . Black is 
a little too sombre for Easter. My idea 
is one of those very wide pale blue furry 
hats turned up at one side and jn the 
back with a wreath of eight or ten of 
those lovely cabbage roses on it and 
one of those large rhinestove buckles, 
and perhaps a couple of those big gilt 
balls. they are wearing-on hats now. | 
thought that I would have a bird of 
Paradise feather and a great deal of 
this white jeweled lace on the hat and 
‘sprays of lilies of the valley mixed in 
with the roses and five or six dainty 
pink ostrich tips to match the roses. 
But be sure that you give the hat that 
elegantly simple air that will make it free 
from anything like loudness. As I say, 
I cannot bear to wear anything at all 
conspicuous and — O, if you think that 
the hat is a bit plain for Easter, you 
might work in some pale blue spangled 
chiffon of the shade of the hat itself, but 
do avoid giving the hat that overloaded effect 
so many Easter hats have. I detest anything 
gaudy in a hat, and my taste has always been 
for the simple in dress. To my mind, no /ady 
will ever wear anything conspicuous.” 





KEEPING HIS WORD. 


rs. Focarty (in fashionable restaurant).—Now, fer goodness 
sake, Mike, don’t order Irish stew. 
Mr. Focarty.—All right, I won't, dear. Waither, fetch me 


ayther some Hibernian Suey, or Celtic Goulash! 


to 


work him for a hat costing more than $25, and her last state 


was worse than her first. 


This fable teaches that beasts don’t reason closely. They pos- 


sess the finer feelings, no doubt, but they lack horse-sense and dis- 


crimination. 
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THE GOOD OLD DAYS. 


MANAGER OF THE GREEN STOCKINGS (in 1869).— Want to pitch for 
us this year, hey? What have you ever done in that line? 

CHESTY APPLICANT. — What have I done? Why, I held the Haymakers 
of Hackensack down to thirty-seven runs last Fourth o’ July, and the Pitts- 
burgh Pink Stockings got only nineteen hits off me in five innings! 











he really great are the few who make a success of failure, though the 
many twwho make a failure of success commonly get the name. 
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WHAT HAS CAUSED THIS REMARKABLE CHANGE? 
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AS IT USED TO BE. 

CHORUS OF FAITHFUL EMPLOYEES (/o reporter ).—I don't know whether 
he’s in or not— what do you want to see him about ?— won’t I do? Get 
outer here now —he’s got nothing to say for publication— he’s gone to 
lunch — he’s gone to Europe — he won't be back till four o'clock — etc., etc. 





aly me —==hrhey” 


AS IT IS Now. 
FRAGMENTS OF THE GREAT MAN’S CONVERSATION (/0 reporters).— Yes, 
I enjoy golf immensely — I can do the second hole in five now — Yes, honesty 
is the best: policy — how much do you young men save in a year?—A dollar 


and a half? Good! — Wall Street? Really, I don’t know anything about it — 
I retired long ago — what lovely weather we’re having ! — etc., etc. 





BY LAND AND SEA. 


|" THE greatest excitement, I hung up the telephone receiver and 

rushed madly down the steps of my fashionable club to where 
my sixty-foot automobile lay, firmly moored and gently riding the 
placid waters of the harbor. She had told me over the ’phone that 
she would be mine. That was all I wanted to know and that, in 
truth, was the reason I[ 


of her life. Block after block flew by in an indistinguishable blur, 
and now and then I consulted my chart and threw out the sounding 
line to see how much water we were drawing. 

And there was the dear old compass. I could not resist grab- 
bing it up and pressing it tomy bosom. As I did so, it seemed to 
look at me and say: “ Keep your tires tight, old man, and don’t jibe 
her. Depend on me. I’d point East and West for you if it would 

do any good.” 





had called her up. If 
I should tell you why I 
called her up instead 
of asking her in per- 
son, it would be too 
long a story. 

It was the work of 
but a moment to haul 
in the carburetor, jibe 
the crank, fling out the 
main top speedometer 
and point her nose up 
into the avenue. At 
every evolution of her 
keel I could feel the 
pulsating throbs of the 
jib-boom beneath me. 
But my heart was pul- 
sating more wildly. I 
was afraid I wouldn’t 
get there before she 
changed her mind. 

With the lever in 
one hand and the tiller 
in the other, with one 
foot on the anchor and 
the other on the brake, 
I grasped the throttle 
in my teeth and held 
her steady while she 
plowed dauntlessly 
through the chuck holes 
as if she knew she was on 
the most important mission 





comic supplement artist. 





THE RESULT OF ENVIRONMENT. 
THE MOTHER (meditatively).— 


The tears welled up 
in my eyes as I listened 
to those loyal words 
and, setting my teeth 
grimly, I threw out a 
balloon jib and fixed 
my eye inexorably on 
the power gauge. If 
that held out, all would 
be well. 

Glancing up sud- 
denly, I saw a party 
coming down the hall- 
way. The attendant 
pointed at me and 
said: “This poor fel- 
low is a victim of the 
fiction habit. Incur- 
able.” £ilis O. Jones. 


COURTESIES. 


we they had 
showed him 
these courtesies, they 
borrowed $10 of him, 
after which he went 
his way. 
But in the fulness of 
time he returned. 
“Show me something 
cheaper, if you please,” 
quoth he, gently. 





That’s what comes of marrying a 
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NAMING THE COTTAGE. Ae | 
= | \\ ah F YOU’RE living in a cottage, for the summer or . Ao { y , 
ial | 












‘*for good,” 








By all means you should give the place a / ARE 

name. vi | | he 

You may not like to paint it on a sign-board, 

but you should, thes 2 3 

And fix the sign where all may see the 
same. 
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On situations much depends in finding 
names to fit; 
For instance, if your house is on a hill, 
Where trees and grass won’t grow, ‘‘ The 
Barrens”’ will not do for it: 
But note how ‘‘ Woodlawn Cottage”’ fills the 
bill! 
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If a neighbor’s stable is all you see from window 
or front door, 
Don’t call your choice abode ‘‘ The Stableview.” 
‘*The Bellevue” sounds much better, or ‘‘ Prospect 
Lodge”’ is more 
The sort of name that would appeal to you. 





To dub a cottage on the boulders by the ocean strand 
‘*The Stonepile’’ is in taste the very worst; 

Such cottages are always named, by those who understand, 
‘«The Sycamores,”’ ‘‘The Elms,” or ‘‘ Willowhurst.” 


Or if the shore is gravel where your cottage has its site, THE FALL THEREOF. 
A place where flowers could never strike a root, 


He found her lying, unconscious, in the kitchen. But she 
opened her eyes feebly for a moment. 











‘*The cake fell on me, George!”’ she gasped, and with 
that she swooned again. 


Tocall your home ‘‘ The Sandbank”’ or the ‘‘ Henscratch” isn’t right : 
**Rose Cottage” or ‘‘The Woodbines”’ ought to suit. 





And if of architectural charm your house is quite devoid 
as sm (As I’ve observed is usually the case), 

‘* The Weatherboards”’ or ‘‘ Drab-paint Shack”’ as names are not 
employed; 


‘*The Turrets” is so much less commonplace. 


In short, avoid such names as ‘‘ Town-line Dumps”’ or 
‘**Back-fence View,”’ 
Their vulgar truth be sure should bar them out; 
But aim for names poetical, or what seem such to you, 
And you’ll like your cottage more without a doubt. 
George Jay Smith. 


MR. GRUNDY. 


‘Bx you know Mr. Grundy? He is that meager 
gentleman, yonder, with the wisp of whisker, 
and the lusterless eye. 

He is very meager, indeed, but not so meager 
as he would be if business custom did not permit 
him to lunch away from home. 

He is not dissipated. The habit of respect- 
ability kept him from thinking of that refuge until 
the manhood had all been crushed out of him, and 
aioe = he had nothing left to be dissipated with. 
weeeeees He seldom speaks, and when he does, nobody 

2 pays any attention to him. 

He has no children, byt there will always be 
Grundys in the world, notwithstanding. Mrs. 
Grundy has to be married in order to be in a position 
to repeat, without impropriety, everything she hears. 


IF THEY GET ANY HIGHER. 


HoMEBOUND AMERICAN (fo English tourist).— You wouldn’t think : BOSCDY WOULD. hee 
to look at em that we were still five hundred miles from Sandy Hook, but ig get! had just discovered the law-of gravitation. 
that’s what they are—-the New York skyscrapers. The snow on ’em “But I won’t be a bit surprised if the supreme court de- 


inn kati clares it unconstitutional,” he mused, soberly. 











he average woman apparently was not created to use a great deal of 
money and a great deal of taste at the same time. 


























DOWN THE RECEPTION LINE, 


A TRAGEDY IN FiFry SECONDS. 









Wi 
A 


B hie anaemic young man with the intellectual face 

hadn’t wanted to go to the reception any of the 

time, but the fell clutch of circumstance had so 

tightened that the fatal afternoon found him 

wan but determined at the head of the 
reception line. 

“Mrs. Smith,” chirped the hostess, 
“allow me to present Mr. Mont- 
morency.” 

“How do you do? Lovely day, 
isn’t it? Mrs, Jones, this is Mr. 
Ranchy.” 

“Excuse me,” began the young 
man who was rather attached to his 
own name; but Mrs. Jones was already 
beyond human interference. 

“T’m so glad to meet you: Are 
you related to the explorer? Mrs. 
Brown, let me present Mr. Nansen.” 

The young man’s face was consid+ - 
erably redder than when he started, 

but he had not yet reached the end. . 

“So glad. Nice weather, isn’t it? Do you 
know, one really needs a parasol. Miss Smith, this 
is Mr. Hansen.” 

“You'll pardon me, but my pame is—a—” 

“Oh, I don’t think it’s peculiar at all. Mrs. 
Johnson, Mr. Pants.” 

“I was just going to say,” began the desperate young 
man, when the lady shook a warning finger at him. 


my 
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“That yon were the original Bad Boy. You young men are ETHICAL 

so dreadfully wicked these days. Gertrude — Gertrude, come here, : 

dear—this is Mr. Peck.” She was first of all a good girl. She had always in mind those beau- 
He gritted his teeth, but the matter was past help. tiful lines of Kingsley’s: 
“I’m very glad to meet you,” said the Sweet Young Thing. ‘ Be good, sweet maid, 

**Won’t you come into the dining room and have some coffee? I And tak wine wilt Be Gover.” 

don’t believe I quite caught your name— Mr. Pickles, isn’t it?” That was why, when she found herself caught in his great, strong 


arms and madly kissed, again and again, she exclaimed: ‘‘ My goodness!” 


bias Another, with a nature less intense upon its ethical side, would very likely 

Persons of a sensitive nature will appreciate how it pleased. the have cried out: ‘My hair!” or ‘‘ My shirtwaist is just from the laundry!” 

young man some fifteen minutes later when he expired, after partak- or ‘‘ My cerise neckribbon!”’ but not she. Her soul was attuned to a 
ing of a dish of very green ice cream. Horatio Winslow. sublimer pitch. 


A MYSTERY OF MUNICIPAL POLITICS. 
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this? 
In order to sit all the evening in this? 
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CHARON.— The ferry 
business has gone allto to 
blazes. 
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WHEN YOU GO, 


New TUNNEL UNDER THE Styx 











TAKE THE TUBE. 


THE Quickest Way 10 HADEs. 





THE GOAT OF FATE. 


HERE DWELLS among the trodden ways, 
Within the limelight’s glow, 

A man whom very many praise, 
And many others know. 






High tho’ his title, proud his fame, 
Boundless, perhaps, his pelf, 
I do not know this person’s name: 

He does not know himself. 


That is, to make my meaning clear, I mean, more simply still to state, 
Hle’s known from sea to sea; His name is now unknown, 


And yet ’twould tax the deepest seer And-yet we know relentless fate 


To say who he may be. Has marked him for its own. 


We know that, though his mame’s to-day 
On many a person’s tongue, 


In one short year he'll fade away — 
Unwept, unsobbed, unsung. 


He little recks that Nemesis 
Will take him by surprise ; 


Who is this man so prominent? 
Why must he fade so soon? 


And sure, where ignorance is bliss _ Ile is our next Vice-President: 


’Twere folly to be wise. The blow will fall in June. * 
And then cold gray Oblivion! 
7” - * * 
Let not ambition mock 
This brother to the mastodon 
And cousin to the roc. 
* Or, if you like, July. Ye PE ct 


AS TO HITS. 


ITTLE IKEY KLAWERR (reading criticism of our navy ).— What 
do you tink, Pop? Der hits at Santiago averaged only one- 
undt-a-half per cent. 
Mr. KLawerR (theater manager ).—Vell, dey don’t average 
any more on neni my son. 





AN UNFORTUNATE FIND. 


ARMER (bursting into crossroads store).—What do you think, 
Silas Newcheese? ‘The bones of a pre-historic man have been 
discovered on Hank Weatherspoon’s farm! 
STOREKEEPER.—-Great Gosh! I hope poor Hank’ll be able 
to clear hisself at the cor’ner’s inquest. 





GETTING HIS. 


Jones.— Eh? How's this for a library? 

SM1TH.— You don’t mean to say that all these books are yours? 

JONES ( proudly ).— Well, they will be in ten years, when the last 
installment is paid. My Dumas, Dickens and Thackery are almost 
mine now. 


a takes a gonias to be original in bie love making. 





There was an old woman who lived in a shoe, , 
Whose progeny here are presented by Pughe. 








She petted and pampered and coddled the brats, 
And guarded her brood from the bad Democrats. 











AND YOU WILL HEAR SOMETHING TO YOUR ADVANTAGE. 

































































STOP. 


Look. . LISTEN. 





: STYLE IN SURGERY. 


( The case of a distinguished patient is described by a newspaper as 
‘‘a very pretty little operation.’’) 


Com IN and see our newest things 
In luxuries chirurgical : 

The very latest offerings 

Of dainty pleasure, surgical. 






We show a nice exclusive line 
Of delicate phlebotomy: 

For gifts, a lovely, chic design. 
In Art Nouveau bronchotomy. 


A finger from the joint we trim 
By jocular dexterity, 
Or lop you off a nether limb 
With laughable legerity. 


While fitting you a silver tube 
° For purposes hepatical. 
We do a two-step @ /a Rube 
With gags acroamatical. 


That bunch of optic nerves from which 
You suffer now, so frightfully, 
We sever with a pleasing itch 
That tickles you delightfully. 


While we with jocund instrument 
Perform in your interior, 

Our phonograph-emollient 
Soothes you with airs superior. 


But it you fain your soul would fill 
With ecstasy’s immensity, 
Decapitation brings a thrill 
: Of exquisite intensity ! 
Frederick Moxon. 


A MIND READER. 


M Rk. DESKMANN ((0 friend ).— Excuse me 
a moment, will you? (goes to telephone ). 
Hello!—Who is it? ... Who ?—oh-h—How 

do you do? How are you? : 

—Yes, I’m well—very well — We’re ll well, 
thank you — Oh, indeed? . ... Why, that’s too bad 
—I'm very sorry—Too bad—Oh, now, don’t look on 
the dark side—cheer up—Things will come out right 


—sure to—you. mustn’t. get despondent— That’s all true, but 
cheer up— Youre not éasily scared—I- don’t know a woman 
to-day that has.more courage than you have—I say, you have 
lots of courage . . . Yes, we do need coufage, we certainly do— Oh, 
everything will be all right, I know it will. — Let’s hope for the 
best — Yes, try to, won’t you?—Good girl!—Call me up to-morrow 
and let me know how things are— Don’t forget—that’s right— 
Good-by (hangs up receiver ). 

His Frienp (sympathetically)-—Some one you know in 
trouble? 

Mr. Deskmann.— Why, it’s my brother’s wife — but, I couldn’t 
hear a word she said! 















“A LITTLE THAT WAY. 

Mr. Hayson (fo daughter).—Dang it all, Sally, I’d like tew 
know what thet Silas Slowson’s intentions is! Why, tew-day’s the 
fourteenth annivarsary uv your courtship! 

SALLY (coyly.).—Must be as how Silas don’t believe in early 
marriages, pa. 


*O! 
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SUMMING HER UP. 


“ gee A ’ooman am sho’ly a cu’is contrivance,” ruminatingly remarked 
old Brother Smathers. “She'll rise np in de ’sperience meetin’ and. specify 
that she’s such a vile and venomous sinner dat she ortal: be b’iled in oil, at the 
very least. and den go home; and if her husband so much as mildly p’ints out a 
single ticky little fault o’ her’n she'll land on de 
po’ man like a wild-cat—dat’s what she’ll 
do! <A mar’d man, muh brudder, am dess 
about what dey calls in de Penitench’y a 
‘model prisoner,’ and dat’s all. He's like a 
crippled step-son or a ragged kid in de old- 
maid teacher’s primary class, and dat’s de 
extent of his pomposity atter he once goes 
to de clerk’s office and draws his little old 
lottery ticket of a license puhmittin’ him 
to increase and multiply. Yassah, dat’s 
dess how preposterous a man gits when 
he’s mar’d!” 


THE REASON. 


“ AN,” didactically began Professor % 
Broadhead, “is the only animal that THE AWAKENING. 

laughs —” 

“Eh-yah!” broke in the Venerable Grouch. 
“ And that’s b’cuz he is the only animal that owes 
money to another animal and is therefore obliged 
to laugh whenever the latter animal gets off his 
favorite funny story.” 











BosTON BILL. — I’m getting 
weary of this blasé, nomadic, 
peripatetic existence, aren’t 
you, pal? 

OMAHA RED (after recover- 
ing).— Why —e-r, yer see, 
Bill, it never struck me in dat 

A MELANCHOLY MATTER. light before. Is it really as bad 
je — It’s a fearful drain on the resources 4s all dat? 
of the country. I read that it takes fifty 









baw Xe | of r ores: acres of good spruce timber to make paper for the New York papers 
or one year. ; 
AN EARLY BIRD. HiraM.— Oh, they use spruce, do they? I s’posed that fer their comic 


‘ supplements at least they used the weepin’ willow. 
“OLD GRABBENHEIMER.— It ish true dot Leah has twendty t’ousand tollars PP y P 


in her own righdt; but, my tear young man, she ish only a school girl, mit pig- : , : 
dails hanging down her back. PtTss Is as the grass, which flourishes to-day, but to-morrow is all out to 
YounG IKENSTEIN.— Yase, but I come early to avoid der rush. pieces by those who make hay while the sun shines. 


FACTS 


Miller High Life, Milwaukee’s leading beer, is as much 
a food as bread. The 32% of alcohol it contains is itself 
an aid to digestion, while the Bohemian hops used are 


an appetizer, and the bountiful amount of extract — 
obtained from the finest barley malt—is the food. 





















MILWAUKEE'S LEADING BOTTLE BEER 


after being thoroughly filtered, is forwarded through a special pipe line 
into glass storage vaults in the bottling establishment, from whence it is 
filled into bottles by an automatic device, thus avoiding the loss of 
carbonated gas, and never being touched by human hands. 

It appeals exactly to the cultured taste of the beer 


connoisseur. Ask for it. 


bs MILWAUKEE 

















THE TOUR OF THE WHISTLEJOYS. 


B HEODORE WHISTLEJOY had loved twice, that we 
know of. He experienced the tender trouble 
once before he had ever met Mrs. Whistlejoy, 
and now after more than a score of tranquil 
years, his first love remained and strove in- 
sidiously to get the upper hand of him. His 
first love was that ancient angler commonly 
known as ‘‘Quaint Old Isaac Walton.” 
The union of Mr. and Mrs. Whistlejoy 
bore fruit in the person of a lovely girl, 
named Sally. The fruit of Mr. Whistlejoy’s 
other love was a great stack of books on 
. angling. There were books on angling in 

general, books on the trout in particular, books 
on the salmon, books on bass, books on the manu- 
~ facture of rods, flies and artificial bait of any kind. 

It was said that Whistlejoy could knot a leader, 

snell a hook or wind a rod with the utmost per- 

fection, and that his own make of grasshoppers 
lacked nothing but the power to hop. He said that himself. Mr. Whistlejoy 
was an angler of the first water, if one may so speak of a man who had never 
wet a fish-line. For, strange as it may seem, this enthusiastic fisherman was 
about to go a-fishing for the first time. Mr. Whistlejoy had refrained from 
angling during his first half-century of life, not because he lacked the desire 
to angle, but because his love for the art was so intense as to be dangerous. 
To put it in his own words, he ‘‘had to look out and not let go of himself.” 

One day Whistlejoy had stood before a glass tank, watching the sinnous 
movements of the speckled trout; and he became so absorbed in the con- 
templation of what he called the highest developement of grace and beauty, 
that he lost for a moment the sense of time and place, and imagined him 
self standing beside a mountain pool with a rod in his hand, about to make a 
cast. The ‘‘Grizzly King” he thought would flutter down and lightly touch 
the water there, just above the head of that big fellow poised midway between 
the surface and the gravelly bed of the stream. The fish would rise like a 
flash, plunge downward, the rod would bend with his weight — 

Here the old trout in the tank slowly brought himself about, and fixed his 
round, unwinking eye on Whistlejoy. There was a solemn warning in that 
gaze. ‘‘Do it,” he seemed to say, ‘‘and you are lost.” 

Then Whistlejoy saw what would happen if he once ‘‘let go.”” He saw 
himself haunting the fishing waters from the Indian River to the Restigouche, 
from the beginning of the year to the end of the same; and he saw his 
business going to the demnition bow-wows So when the grand old fish 
had retired with majestic dignity to the dark waters at the other side of the 
tank, Whistlejoy passed out of the market with a slight shudder and walked 
briskly to his office in Beaver Street, where he hustled his clerks around all 
day like the hard, stern man which he was not. 

So for years after the tank drama he had been buying tackle and books, 
and making flies and leaders, against the time when he should retire from 
business with a modest competency, to fish so much as he pleased. That time 
had come; and he determined to cast his line first in the waters of the great 
Northwest, where fish were big and gamey. 

Mr. Whistlejoy asked Nicholas Budd to go along with him, for he felt that 
he would need some one to hold him in check, and to fetch him home when he had 
had enough. Budd was a son of one of Whistlejoy’s most lamented friends, and 
Whistlejoy had taken him up as one takes up the sequel to a mighty good book. 


Budd was not, however, the sort of a man one would naturally select for a 
fishing companion. He was a person who would spend his holidays by prefer- 
ence in a metal smelting establishment, or a boiler shop. He was a studious 
young man, an inventor. When Whistlejoy asked him for the pleasure of 
his company he was studiously trying to invent a way to make eleven dollars 
cover a two weeks’ board bill at seven dollars a week; for, unsuspected by 
his friends, a cleverly designed suction pump had sucked up all of his little 
fortune. 

Mr. Budd accepted the invitation with many protestations that 4e couldn’t 
fish, and with a facial expression which indicated that a serious problem might 
be solved by starting at once. Mrs. Whistlejoy and Sally were going along 
too; not to fish, but merely as ordinary tourists. Mrs. Whistlejoy was sud- 
denly kindled with a desire to behold the beauties of this Northern country 
with her own eyes. At least, that was what she told Whistlejoy. She spoke 
further on the subject to Nicholas Budd. Had Mr. Budd noticed anything 
unusual about Sally lately? Mr. Budd did n’t know that he had; his mind had 
been taken up with his pump a good deal. Did n’t it seem to him that Sally 
was thinking at intervals? Maybe she was. He had been thinking so much 
himself that he really could n’t tell. What could she have on her mind? 
Nicholas Budd thought it could n’t be pumps. Mrs. Whistlejoy begged him 
to be serious. She thought Sally was acting just as she herself had acted 
years ago when she first began to think of Whistlejoy. But Sally must not 
think about any young man yet. If she did have a passion for any one, the 
sooner it passed the better. She thought it would be well to take her away 
from New York for a while, at any rate. 

It was Summer in New York. The days were warm, the trees were thick 
with foliage, summer clouds hung lazily in the bluest of summer skies. 
Whistlejoy was nervously gay. He packed and repacked his tackle during the 
day and dreamed of large, garney fish at night. By the latter part of May he 
had come to the conclusion that it was an exceptionally early season and that — 
the ‘‘ big fellows” would take the bait earlier than his authorities indicated. 
At any rate, he would wait no longer. 


A 


A passenger who boarded the boat at Cleveland, noticing the bundle of 
fishing rods under Whistlejoy’s arm, asked if he was going around to the 
St. Clair Flats, because, the man said, there was no place like it in this country 
for fish. He had been up there once, four years ago, with his brother, or 
his wife’s brother rather, and they had cruised about for a week in a little 
boat, trolling, still fishing, and every other kind of fishing. He had never 
enjoyed himself so much before or since; had always intended to go again, but 
his brother, or his brother-in-law rather, who was in the produce commission 
business, had moved away from Detroit and there was no one to go with. As 
for going alone he could n’t do that, because he was sure to smoke too many 
cigars and chew too much tobacco. It broke him all up to go fishing alone. 

Whistlejoy inquired whether the fish at the St. Clair Flats would take the 
fly. The man replied that they would take anything. What kind of fish were 
they? Why, black bass, pickerel, perch — every kind of fish. 

The Whistlejoy party disembarked at Detroit, and the next morning they 
sailed up the beautiful river to the fishing grounds. Mrs. Whistlejoy and Sally 
remained at the hotel while Mr. Whistlejoy and Nicholas rowed away in a small 
boat, well supplied with minnows and angle worms, to use in case the fish 
would not rise to the fly. 

That day they caught more than a hundred and fifty perch. They tried 
again the next day and had better luck; the perch were not biting, and they 
got nothing. 

The hotel man and the boatman regretted sincerely that the bass were not 











“ON EVERY TONGUE” 


While Rock jams. 


“The World’s Best Table Water”’ 


Funniest Book of the Year, ‘‘ Richard’s Poor Almanack,” bound 
and illustrated, sent for 10c, Address WHITE ROCK, Flatiron Building, N. Y. 
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Two or A KInNp. 
There is a disposition to regard free trade as an international question only. A mixed-to-measure 


guesswork cocktail. CLUB COCK- 
TAILS are the only perfect cocktails. 
d of rare old 














traffic between people across foreign boundaries; railroad tariffs obstruct traffic 
between people indifferent communities of our own country. For this reason 
the railroad question and the protective tariff question are two phases of the same 
question. Excessive freight rates and Custom-house tariffs operate alike to 
“protect” the people who have to pay them.— Zhe Public. 


At the same time Mr. Bryan must be convinced that any money that is 
being used to prevent his nomination is utterly wasted.— /ndianapolis News. 


A MAN has just married a woman whom he had saved from drowning 
twenty-five years ago. Apparently there is no escape.— Philadelphia Ledger. 








It is in fact an inter-State question as well. Custom-house tariffs obstruct liquors aged in wood—always uniform 


in flavor, fragrant, delicious, a: ing, 
a CLUB COCKTAIL is a vastly better 
drink than any chance-mixed cocktail 
possibly could be. 
7 kinds, At all good dealers. Man- 
hattan (whiskey base) and Martini 
(gin base) are universal favorites. 


GF HeubleinEBro, 


HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 








runni 


July 
excel 


4 
mast 
after 
Whis 
a fly 1 
fright 
Heh 
the fl 
one d 
back 
to an 
pract 
the b 
hotel 
livery 
settle 
mont 
said. 
Jy’ 
were 
the b 
sit up 
ening 
whicl 
previ 
hotel: 
ture | 
corri¢ 
ter O1 

] 
Whis 
more 
had ¢ 
affect 
She ] 
knew 
marry 
man | 
or to 
Sally 
With 
deter: 
moth 
could 
her n 
corre: 
West 

\ 
to M 
runs | 


‘ 


Mrs. 
fish.” 
a 
the r: 
Whis' 
guide 
attack 
comn 
the rz 


‘ 


Well, 
the ct 
\ 
but h 
not n 
he ’s 
jim d 
\ 
side, 
remel 
in pre 
I 
outwi 
brow! 
flashi: 
along 
rather 
get o1 





ack- 
by- 
iCK- 
ails. 
old 
orm 
ring, 
tter 
tal 





running. If the gentlemen would return in 
July or August they would find the fishing 
excellent. 


* 


The middle of June. 

After all his ‘‘study under the best 
masters,” with all his ‘‘natural instincts,” 
after four weeks of practical experience, 
Whistlejoy had found that he could not cast 
a fly without slapping the water in a way that 
frightened suckers, to say nothing of trout. 
He had waded streams and tramped through 
the fly infested Michigan woods until he was 
one dull ache from the balls of his feet to the 
back of his neck. With a loyal determination 
to angle scientifically, in spite of his want of 
practical knowledge, he could not capture 
the big fish. He began to believe what every 
hotel man, every guide, every boatman, every 
liveryman had told him (after the bills were 
settled). ‘‘J’ly ’n’ August were the best 
months for fishin’ up in the country,” they 
said. Clearly, they ought to have come in 
J’ly ’n’ August. In J’ly ’n’ August the fish 
were ravenously hungry. In J’ly ’n’ August 
the boats ran regularly, so that you need not 
sit up till three o’clock in the morning heark- 
ening for the hoarse whistle of a steamer 
which should have come at 3 p. m. on the 
previous day. In J’ly ’n’ August the resort 
hotels were alive with guests and the furni- 
ture was in the rooms, not piled up in the 
corridors. In J’ly ’n’ August no furs or win- 
ter overcoats were wanted except at night. 

If Whistlejoy was disappointed, Mrs. 

















Whistlejoy was in despair. Sally had grown A 1 Cost Annual Cost 
more thoughtful. Questioned delicately, she 

had admitted to her mama that her young Whole Life Policy Whole Life Policy 
affection had been bestowed upon a man. Per $1,000 Per $1,000 
She had delayed speaking of it because she Age 20 = $14.96 Age 40 = $26.09 
knew her mama thought her too young to Age 25 = 16.77 with Age 45 = 31.47 
marry, and because this particular young Age 30 19.08 E F 1 Age 50 38.83 
man had not money enough to buy a house, #8 : very eature Absolute " 

or to rent one. ‘‘Not even a Harlem flat,” Age 35 = 22.10 Guaranteed y Age 55 = 48.98 


Sally said. He had no income whatever. 
With the utmost good nature, but with firm 
determination, Sally declined to give her 
mother the young man’s name. No, she 
could not try to forget him, but at sight of 
her mother’s tears she did promise not to 
correspond with him while they were in the 
West. 

When this conversation was reported 
to Mr. Whistlejoy he merely said: ‘‘So it 
runs in the family, eh?” 

‘‘ What runs in the family ?”” demanded 
Mrs. Whistlejoy. 
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‘‘The natural ability to catch small 
fish.” 

They were now at Sault St. Marie. A guide, who said that big trout could be caught in 
the rapids, was engaged to take Messrs. Budd and Whistlejoy out in the early morning. 
Whistlejoy could not remember that any of his books recommended such tackle as the 
guide provided. He looked doubtfully at the heavy three-ply leaders, with ‘‘gang” hooks 
attached, and at the pollywog shaped animals which were to serve as bait; but made no 
comment. 

‘‘The time to fish here,” said the guide, as they rowed across the broad river above 
the rapids, ‘‘is in J’ly ’n’ August.”’ 

‘I know,” said Whistlejoy, wearily. 

‘« Then they do bite,” continued the guide. ‘No trouble at all to get all you want. 
Well, drop in here while I get this other gentleman’s tackle ready. Let her run down with 
the current now, seventy-five or a hundred feet.” 

Whistlejoy smiled, knowing that the guide’s hopefulness was part of his stock in trade, 
but he continued to pay out his line. Suddenly he felt a tremendous tug. 

‘Give him time! Give him time!” shouted the guide. ‘‘Now reel in! He ain’t off; 
not much he ain’t off; he’s comin’ this way. Keep your line tayt! keep her taut! Now 
he ’s fightin’! Slow now; slow, slow! Now reel in like the devil! Oh, say, but he’s a 
jim dandy! See him pull; but he 7s a dandy! If you lose that fish, man—” 

Whistlejoy was standing in the boat, his back bent, his head fixed rigidly to one 
side, his eye following the line as it cut through the water. He was cool and deliberate; he 
remembered some of the hints on landing big fish, gleaned from his library, and he put them 
in practice. 

It was the supreme moment of his life and he rose to it. The monstrous trout could not 
outwit him. Every moment brought him nearer to the boat; he could be seen now, a long 
brown streak, darting to the right and to the left in the swift current, or showing his broad, 
flashing sides in the unavailing effort to free himself from the hook. At last he was brought 
alongside of the boat and safely landed. 

‘What ’d I tell you!” cried the guide. Why, he’s a four-pounder. Wouldn’t you 
rather catch one fish like that than a hundred o’ those little measey creek trout? When you 
get one o’ these fellers you ’ve got something, eh!” 





Whistlejoy had collapsed. He sat on the seat trembling and gazing mutely on the fish 
he had just captured. 

They got no more that day, but Whistlejoy was content. He walked into the hotel 
carrying the heavy fish on a string and immediately sought his wife and daughter in their 
room. He was showing them the beauties of the noble old trout when Budd came in, carry- 
ing an open telegram. 

‘*What ’s that, Nick?’ asked Whistlejoy. 

‘**Nicholas Budd, Hotel Huron, Sault St. Marie, Mich.’,” read Budd: ‘‘ Your pro- 
positions both accepted. Meet us at earliest convenience to arrange details. 

‘ ‘Gowanus PowEr Co.’ 

‘*I proposed,”’ said Budd, by way of explanation, ‘‘to sell them my pump rights 
for eighty thousand dollars, and to superintend the manufacture of them at a salary of ten 
thousand dollars a year. They accept. That’s my big fish.” 

Sally placed her hand on Budd’s shoulder and turned to her mother. 

‘*Nick would n’t let me announce my big fish,’ she said, ‘‘until he had captured his; 
but I think I’ve landed the biggest one of all.” C. H. Augur. 





EXPERT TESTIMONY. 


The extent of the plutocratic bitterness against President Roosevelt may 
be inferred from the insanity expert’s article in the current orth American 
Review, one of Pierpont Morgan’s publications. Without mentioning Roose- 
velt’s name, this expert makes a case against him with the circumstantiality of 
a professional expert at a murder trial. That plutocracy tolerates no half 
service is a fact which it intends Mr. Roosevelt shall appreciate.-— Zhe Public. 


IF it should cost a corporation $500 for killing a Pomeranian dog, what 
would be the remunerative figures for wiping out a reputable American citizen? 
— Detroit Free Press. 











er . Pe eee " 
If my Razor wasn't good enough for 
me to use I wouldn't ask you to try it! 


You certainly cannot doubt the sound logic and wisdom of the 
many arguments I have advanced in favor of my razor. 

You will admit that unless the GILLETTE many 
points of superiority it never would have been accepted by two 
million men in the three years as the best, most simple 
and satisfactory shaving device in this world. 

In the first place my razor requires No Stropp 
. Itisalwaysready. That's sits the wpping. Me 
cal. You can shave in three to five minutes. 

The thin, flexible, double-edged blades remove a harsh or 

soft beard with perfect comfort. No pulling, cutting or irrita- 
tion of the skin. They are so inexpensive that when dull you 
throw them away as you would an old pen. No other razor so 
durable. The triple silver plated holder lasts a lifetime. None 
so convenient; the compact little case can be with you alway: 
traveling, either in your pocket or grip. 

I know men who have shaved in the dark with the “Gillette.” 
pe See it on the train, others while on hunting trips, fishing ex- 
peditions, etc. 

That’s the beauty of my razor, you can obtain a perfect shave 
uader all conditions—wherever you are. 

And I will guarantee you will agree with me right now—rthat 
my razor just fits your case. A trial will prove it to you. 
4 Action must accompany right thinking or you have no power 
' of execution. : 

Put this correct line of thought into action. Get a “‘Gillette” 
to-day. All Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hardware and Sporting 
Goods dealers sell it. 


The Gillette Safety 
Razor Set consists 
of atriple silver 
plated holder, 12 
double-edged f lex - 

- thle blades—24 keen 
edges, packed in a velvet lined leather 
case and the price is $5.00. 
Combination Sets from $6.50 to $50.00 
Ask your dealer for the ‘‘GILLETTE"’ to-day. If substitutes 


ate offered, refuse them and write to us at once for our booklet 
and free trial offer. 


GILLETTE SALES COMPANY 
262 Stock 
















































Suy. 


WALLIE.—Next to a woman, what is 
the most nervous thing you know? - . 


Give Ir Up. 


“T must give them a riddle hard to 
solve,” mused the Sphinx. “What 
shall it be?” 

The silence that brooded over the 
desert was thick enough to be cut with 
a knife. 

“Ah, I have it!” exclaimed the 
Sphinx. “How long will it take the 
people to get onto the fact that they 
are being jobbed?” 

Knowing that something like forty ee 
centuries must intervene before the an- 
swer came, the Sphinx quietly went to 


next to a woman.—Somerv. Jourrial. 





THE visit of the fleet may do some- 
thing to boom Magdalena bay real es- 
tate by letting people know there is such 
a thing. — /ndianapolis News. 









sleep.— Zhe Commoner. 
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JN the brewing of EVANS’ ALE an 
original path is followed, and the 
result is as near perfection as can be 
attained in ale making. Besides there's 
the Bretwery bottling. 
In “Splits” if desired 


Hotels, Restaurants, Oyster Houses, Dealers. 
c. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 














LITTLE, BUT 





CooGaANn.— They kin talk all 
they loike about the Big Shtick, 
but begorry, the Little Shtick av 
blackthorn is good enough for th’ 
Coogans. 
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Bar Keepers Friend 


it will shine on! It benefits all 
them. 9 Lhd — 


2c stamp 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington 86. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“1ts Parity Has Made It Famous.” 
Sold by good druggists and grocers, 


while clean: 
and dealers. 











WILLIE (ungrammatically).— Me—- 





Tue Law's Courtesy. 

The polite notification sent to 
Charles W. Morse by the United 
States District Attorney requesting 
him to appear in court yesterday was 
in keeping with the best traditions of 
the law’s courtesy toward privileged 
prisoners. 

Mr. Morse has enjoyed other favors 
of this kind. When he returned from 
Europe he was taken to Justice Dowl- 
ing’s house for bail to avoid any un- 
pleasant experience with a jail cell over 
Sunday. George W. Perkins, in order 
that he might not be subjected to the 
annoyance of a Grand Jury indictment, 
was allowed to plead in a Magistrate’s 
court pending the adjudication of the 
legal questions involved in a mislead- 
ing statement. Magistrate Kernoch- 
an’s exchange of civilities with young 
Mr. Vanderbilt, arraigned before him 
for speed-law violation, and his instant 
dismissal of the case, is fresh in mind. 

Critics who complain.of a lack of 
courtesy in New York should take note 
of the examples ‘of its prevalence in 
court processes. Yet there are those 
who wonder at Socialist charges of 
abuse of privilege. andiof inequality 
before the law.—V.- ¥.: World. 


DEMENTIA. HAMILTONIA. 


If Dr. Hamilton imagines that he 
could conceal his purpose in these 
general statements about Presidents he 
exhibits an unbalanced mentality. 
There is no occasion for such an 
article unless it is aimed where every 
reader of intelligence will understand 
it to have been aimed. Our Presi- 
dents have been sane men, from Wash- 
ington to Lincoln; and. from Lincoln 
to McKinley» President Roosevelt 
has earned the hatred of a class of un- 
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principled rich men, and of aristocrats 
who despise the “ unreasonable work- 
ingmen,” and it is not strange that so 
earnest and effective a denouncer of 
corruption and unfair privilege should 
be called insane, but it is a sad exhibi- 
tion of personal spleen and class arro- 
gance which seems to be displayed in 
such an atrocious charge by a member 
of a self-respecting profession. — Zhe 
Independent. 


Poputist National Convention April 
2. Why so late in the month? — 
Boston Transcript. 





A , A 
FITTING } FITTING 
FINALE FINALE 

TOA TOA 
GOOD GOOD 
DINNER 


DINNER 


LIQUEUR 


Peres Chartreux 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


This famous cordial, now made at Tarra- 
gona, Spain, was for centuries distilled by 
the Carthusian Monks (Péres Chartreux) 
* at the Monastery of La Grande Chartreuse, 
France, and known throughout the world 
as Chartreuse. The above cut represents 
the bottle and label employed in the put- 
ting up of the article since the Monks’ ex- 
pulsion from France, and it is now known 
as Liqueur Péres Chartreux (the Monks, 
however, still retain the right to use the 
old bottle and label as well) distilled by the 
same order of Monks, who have securely 
arded the secret of its manufacture for 
undreds of years, taking it with them at the 
time they left the Monastery of La Grande 
Chartreuse, and who, therefore, alone pos- 
sess a knowledge of the elements of this 
delicious nectar. No Liqueur associated 
with the name of the Carthusian Monks 
(Péres Chartreux) and made since their 
expulsion from France is genuine except 
that made by them at Tarragona, Spain. 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 

















NOTHING TO IT. 


The cock of the walk was ina 
reckless mood. ‘‘A short life and 
a merry one,’’ quoth he, ‘‘is my 
motto. From the incubator to the 
cold storage warehouse is but a 
step.” 


If you have a sluggish appetite in the morning. try 
half a grape fruit, adding sugar to snit the taste, and 
a teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters. Nothing better. 


ENGLIsH husbands are entitled to 
their wives’ savings by a recent <le- 
cision. No wonder there are sufira- 
gettes.—_V. Y. American. 
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ee WEST HEINER & S089 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker~Street. 
BRaNcH WARKHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street, } New Yous. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





te is not strange, after all, that there 
should be progressing in New York at 
this time an argument as to whether 
the world is round or flat. Most of 
the people of New York think the 
world ends back of jersey City, and it 
certainly is pretty flat there.— Chicago 
Record Herald. 








THE CHORUS COWBOY. 


‘*Go west, young man, go west,” 
They would never need to say, 

If the cowboys in Dakota 

Were the same as on Broadway. 





If you would enjoy a genuine luxury try a fruit 
fae Ate s Bitters, grape fruit, sugar to suit 
aste 
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it costs less. 


reproduced in the Edison Phonograph so naturally 
that it would seem to you that you had the singer, 
or performer, or band right in your own room, 


Hear the wonderful new model with the big horn at your 


It embodies all of Mr. Edison’s recent improve- 
Mensis Bien | 
National Phonograph Co., 43 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J. 


T is a lot more comfortable and a lot more enjoyable to hear 
good music in the easy chair at your own fireside than it is 
to hear it in a hard, uncomfortable seat at the theatre, and 

At less per week than the price of a cheap 

theatre ticket you can put the Edison Phonograph into your 


Anything that cam be spoken or played or sung can be 











No. WEAKLING. 





An Indiana preacher says that Grover Cleveland “isn’t able to do anything 


now except write articles giving advice to women.” 
of weakness in this. 


Chicago Post. 


iT must discourage the anarchists to notice that it is never necessary to 
advertise for a capable man to tackle a king’s job after they have created a 


vacancy.— Washington Fost. 


We reject the implication 
Very few, men that we know dare to advise ’em at all. — 





More GRAFT. 
I 


haven’t 
anything 
to 
say, 
But 
time 
runs 
on 
apace, — 
And 
this 
is 
clever 
anyway— 
It 
helps 
to 
fill 
up 
space ! — 
TTarv. Lampoon. 


PITIABLE. 

“Dreadful,” 
moaned the opera 
singer who had 
been robbed of 
$1,000, ‘‘why, it 
takes me nearly 


ten minutes of | 


hard work to earn 
that much.”— 


| Phila. Ledger. 











HE Cluett system has looked 

out for all the requirements 

| jm of fit, workmanship, material, 

| finish, graduated sizes and the like, so 

the only thing you need tolook out 
for is the Cluett label. 


Chatt 
_ SHIRTS 


$7.50 and more 





“To-Day’s Shirt,” 
a booklet, is yours 
for the asking. 


meer PEABODY 


483 River St., Troy, 3 ~ 1A 
| Makers of Arréw Co 








ic 





PROVINCIALISM. 

The spontane- 
ous synchrony of 
the New York 
magazines in ex- 
ploiting the New 
York Governor | 
as a Presidential 
candidate, speaks 
volumes for the 
enterprise of the | 
magazines and 
the provincial at- 
mosphere of their 
metropolitan hab- 
itat.—- The Public. 


Ir is getting so 
that the giver of 
candy must, as an 
evidence of good 
faith, accompany 
the gift and eat a 
part of it.— Phila. 
Ledger. 


THEY say there 
are all kinds of 
men in the world. 
Did you ever 
know of a kind 
that did not talk 
enough ?— Aéchi- 
son Globe. 





KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, New York: — 
We wish to discontinue our subscription to PUCK. 


school of gentlemen. 
committing against the moral welfare of the country. 


[The main difference between the chairman of the Crozer reading room 
committee and ourselves is that Mr. Fountain appears to have read “Three 
We haven't. | 


Weeks.” 


Janice.— Do you know, Horatio, dat every boy hez a chance ter be de 


President ? 


Horatio (thoughtfully ).— Well, V'll sell my chance for ten cents.— Sacred 
Heart Review. 


THE destruction by fire of 749 surface cars in New York probably leaves a 
whole lot of people standing on the corner wondering why.—/ndianapolis News. 


“WHAT FOOLS THESE MORTALS BE!” 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


THE STANDARD OF EX- 


OF MARYLAND'S FINEST 
STRAIGHT RYE _ WHIS- 
KIES. THE AMERICAN 
GENTLEMAN'S WHISKEY. 


Sold at all freeipes cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 








Have you noticed the vociferous 
demands that ex-Secretary Shaw de- 
clare his platform?-— Detroit Free 
Press. 


THE editor of one of the fashion pa- 
pers declares that the men of Salt Lake 
City dress better than do those of New 
York. The editor should remember 
that the men of Salt Lake city have 
been a long way from Wall street dur- 
ing the past few months. — Chicago 
Record Herald. 











CrOZER THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY, 
CHESTER, Pa. 


The picture, 





GRAFT. 


‘*Three Weeks,” on 
the front page of the current number, is obscene and makes your paper unfit to enter a 
We refuse to take your paper as a protest against the crime you are 
C. -H. FOUNTAIN, 
Chairman Reading Room Committee. 








SurBRUG'S S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


In each pound there are three to four 
hundred pipefuls—it costs $2.00 per pound 
— three-quarters of a cent a pipe. 

If you smoke five pipes a day it’s less 
than four conte—-lbve be ours of pleasure for 
four cents—certainly ARCADIA is cheap 
enough for you to smoke. 


SEND 10 CENTS £53. sennicof ic most 





THE SURBRUG CO., 132 Reade St., New York 











ARRIVE NEW YORK 9:30 


NEXT MORNING — VIA 


20TH CENTURY LIMITED—Chicago or Cincinnati to New York Over Night 


LEAVE CHICAGO 1:30 P.M., CINCINNATI 2:00 P. M. 


NEW YORK CENTRAL ge 
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“THE DESTRUCTION OF THE POOR IS THEIR POVERTY.” 
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THE PUCK PRESS 


SETTLEMENT Worker. — What a horrible slum this is! J must start a move. SETTLEMENT WORKER (when the park 1s a reality).— What! Moving away just when 
ment for a park on the site of these tenements. It will benefit all the people of the we've secured for you this beautiful park, when we’ve made your neighborhood fit to live in! 
neighborhood. Foremost Citiz—En.—Sure! When dey maka da. park, we no can afford t’ live here 

no more. Da landalord raisa da rent. 





